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his snow^k'rnfe, and cut out a block. I stood beside him, close
enough to touch him, but he seemed not to know I was there.
The dogs rushed for shelter into the hollow out of which the
block had been cut, and he kicked them violently away. This
igloo seemed to take centuries to go up. I stood beside Shongili,.
passing blocks to him and saying to myself, When will it be high
enough to protect us from the wind? Imperturbable, he worked
on. ^Vhat was to me catastrophic was to him a bit of everyday
existence. When the igloo was almost finished I crawled inside
and huddled motionless against the wall. Shongili set in the last
block and then went out into the blizzard — doubtless to dig up
the dogs, feed them, bury our effects in the snow. I could hear
nothing but the hollow rush of the wind, and I lit a cigarette.
At last he came in — and with him the storm — straightened up,
quietly beat his garments, one by one, sat down and pulled
off his boots, and then, lying back, looked at rne through his
eyelashes, content.
"^Vho would deny that experiences like this draw men to-
gether? And yet, though this experience drew me to Shongili,
would it be true to say that he felt at all closer to me for it?
Momentarily, yes; but it was he who had taught me a lesson, not
I him. I admired that man. He had proved himself stronger
than the storm. Like the sailor at sea, he had met it tranquilly,
it had left him unmoved. It had not changed his rhythm; and
perhaps nothing can alter an Eskimo's rhythm.. That deliber-
ateness which, an hour earlier, had filled me with anguish be-
cause I had been shivering with cold and fear — that slow
deliberateness seemed to me now a kind of grandeur. In mid-
tempest this peasant of the Arctic^ by his total impassivity., had
lent me a little of his serenity of soul.
Night had long since fallen. The wind beat in repeated
smacks — for here where there are no obstacles to its flow it
does not howl, it slaps. To keep it out as much as possible, we
had stretched the tarpaulin, taken from the sled, over a part of
the roof, and had set blocks of snow at the corners. It was
worse than nothing at all, for the snapping of the tent in the
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